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pool, all art out of the body, laughter
from a happy company. I longed to make
all things over again, that she might sing
in some great hall, where there was no one
that did not love life and speak of it
continually.
THE HOLY PLACES
When all art was struck out of person-
ality, whether as in our daily business or
in the adventure of religion, there was
little separation between holy and common
things, and just as the arts themselves
passed quickly from passion to divine
contemplation, from the conversation of
peasants to that of princes, the one song
remembering the drunken miller and but
half forgetting Cambuscan bold; so did
a man feel himself near sacred presences
when he turned his plough from the slope
of Cruachmaa or of Olympus. The occu-
pations and the places known to Homer or
to Hesiod, those pure first artists, might,
as it were, if but the fashioners5 hands had
loosened, have changed before the poem's
end to symbols and vanished, winged and
unweary, into the unchanging worlds where